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CHAPTER III—Continued.

HE keepers laughed. Both felt
morally certain that Daniel had
fired the shot which brought them
from the distant woods; both
knew that to prove it would be

fmpossible. )

“An’ 1 dare say there'll be a nice pneas-
ant for supper tomorrow night at Hang-
man's hut—eh, Dan?" asked one,

“(Oh, no, there won't, Jack Bates. 1 like
my game hung a bit, eame as the quality
do. If you'll come L0 supper this day week,
11l see what I can do for "e.”

The keepers laughed again, and Sweet-
land went hls way.

At home yet another surprise awaited
him. Hia father's cottage flamed with
lights. Instead of silence and sleep brood-
ing here, with the glimmering leaden
statues standing like above, as
he had often seen them on returning from
nocturnal enterprises, Dan found hls fath-
cottage awake and full of stir and
bustle. The door was open and from the
kitchen came l\lutl!':(-w's voice,

When Dan entered Mr. Sweetland was
gitting in an old eared chair by the fire in
his night shirt. A red night cap covered
his head and his person was largely ex-
posed, where Mrs. Sweetland applled vin-
egar and brown paper to red bruises, The
keeper evidently suffered great agony, but
no sign of suffering escaped his lips.

He turned to Dan and spoke.

sentinels

€r's

“He that you? Where was jYyou this
night, Danlel?”
“Not in Middlecott woods, father; that

But I'm feared that you was

I'll swear Lo.
Have ‘e catched any-

—t0o poor purpose.
body 7’

“No; but Adam Thorpe was hit an’ went
down. Me an' him have long Eknowed
what was doing, an’ we gived it out at the
‘“White Hart® bar in mixed company that
we wis to be in Thorley Bottom tonight.
Then we went to the coverts an', sure
enough, surprised my gentlemen, Two of
‘em. They fired two shots, an’ we laid
walt an' went for ‘'em as they came out
wi' birds. 1 got one down an’ he bested
me. What he've broken, if anything, 1
can’t say. T'other fired on Thorpe an’ he
couldn't get up. Afterward, when they'd
got clear, 1 found he was alive but
couldn't speak. Then I crawled to the
house, an’ some of the gentlemen and a
indoor man or two comed out. 'Twas only
11 of the clock at latest. They carried
Thorpe to the cottage hospital at More-
ton an' sent me home. [UUs'll hear tomorrow
how he fares, poor soul.”

1 knowed he'd cateh it sooner or late,”
gald Dan. *“Such a cross-grained bully as
him. But I hope 'twill larn him wisdom.
“ vou, Be you hurt In the breathing?
Wil ‘e be at my wedding tomorrow? It
ghall be put off if you can't come.”

“'pris all right if you can swear you
had no hand in this. That's the best plas-
ter to my bruises,’ answered his father.

“Of course I can. Why for won't you
trust me? I know nought about It—God's
my judge.” .

“Then you'd better get to your bed an'
#leep,”’ sald his mother.

“Al¥s done at the Hut,”
“an’ the carrlage he ordered. After us be
married, we'll walk over to Minnle's aunt
an' have the spread as the old woman have
arranged; then we'll drive straight away
off to the Moor. An’ if "tls wet weather, us
be going to have a covered cab; for I won't
have Minnie drowned on her wedding day.
Please God, vou'll be up to coming to
church, father.”

1 shall be there,” said Matthew—"there
an’ glad to be there, since you wasn't doing
any harm this night., But, Mr. Henry may
not come. I had speech with him. for the

he answered,

genteman hadn't gone to bed. Sir Regi-
nald’'s Iin a proper fury. They'll leave no
stone unturned to take the rascals. My |

man won't travel far, I should reckon, for
1 gived him quite as good as 1 got, maybe
better.'”

“You've got enough anyway.” declared
the keeper's wife., “Now, lean on Dan an’
me. an’ we'll feteh 'e up to your chamber.™

Without a groan Matthew Sweetland let
them help him to his bed. Then at dawn
the paln of his bruises lessened and he
slept.

CHAPTER 1IV.
The Wedding Day.

Daniel’s wedding day dawned gloriously
and at the lodge gates a splendor of au-
tumn foliage blazed In the morning light.
But Mr. Sweetland woke black and blue,
and stiff in all his joints. He had broken a
finger of the right hand; that, however, did
not prevent him dressing in his best black
and setting out to see his son married.

Daniel wished his friend, Titus, to be best
man; but the circumstances made that Im-
possible, slnce poor Sim himself had been
& sullor. The lad, Sam Prowse, therefore
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stretching forward -so, else wyou'll
thicky coat,” said the cautious Prowse.
see the seams of un a-bulging over your

back something cruel There's” Johny
Beer an' his missis. 1 knowed they'd
come."”

Five and twenty people formed the little
congregation; then the vicar appeared; the
bel's stopped; the bride with her aunt
walked up the aisle.

Minnie was self-possessed as usual. She
wore a light blue dress, white thread
gloves and a hat with ‘a jay's wing
mn it that Dan had given her.

One swift peep at the face of her lover
she gave, one little smile touched her
mouth and vanished; then, - without a
quiver, she pulled off her gloves and opened
her prayer book. Dun had his ready alsb.
Beside her niece stood Mrs. Maine, in a
bright purple dress and a bonnet that tow-
ered and trembled with magenta roses and
red ribbons. On Daniel's right young
Prowse appeared. He kKept one hand in his
trouser pocket and held the ring tightly on
the tip of his litthe finger, so that it should
be ready for the bridegroom when the crit-
ical moment came.

Mre., Sweetland was early dissolved in
moisture, and Mrs. Beer likewise wept.
Matthew Sweetland seemed distracted and
his thoughts were elsewhere, for a great
terror sat at the man's heart.

Then the ceremony concluded:
ringers clattered back to the belfry;
wedding party entered the vestry.

A eloud hung dark over Daniel, and on.y
Minnie had power to lessen it. He signed
his name moodily and was loud to all who
would listen in expressions of wonder and
regret that Henry Vivian and Titus Sim
had not been at his wedding.

“Of course there was the "battoo’ at West-
combe—yet somehow—he promised. mind
vou—he promised. As"to Sim, he must be
sick; naught but illness would have kept
him.”

“Don’'t judge the voung youth,” said Mrs.
Maine. “You forget he wanted Minnie, too.
Perhaps, when it comed to the point, he felt
he couldn't bear the wrench of seeing her
made over to you by holy prayer book for
evermore."”

A brave banguet was spread at Mrs.
Maine's, and since ail who desired to sit
down to it could not get into the parlor, an
overflow of feeders took their dinner in the
kitchen. Mr. Beer's pleasure was spoilt en-
tirely by this circumstance and his wife
never liked Minnie's aunt again., For the
publican, by reason of his bulk, was invited
to join the minor company in the kitchen,
and then, when the gime came, Daniel roar-
ed to him from the other room to come into
the parlor and propose the bride’s health.

But this Mr, Beer stoutly refused to do.
His lady answered for him and her tartness
striuck all the wedding guests with con-
sternation. Sour words from Mrs. Beer were
..ae bad grapes from a good vine.

“We'm very comfortable here, thank you,
Mr. Sweetland,” she shrilled back in an-
swer to Daniel. “We know our place, since
Mrs. Maine has made it so clear. Us will
tell our own speeches in the kitchen, an’
you can tell yours in the parlor; an’ it may
be news to Mrs. Maine that ail the jugs on
our tuble be empty—have been this long
while."”

“An' the room, small though it be, ban't
so small as the bfer was,"” added Mr. Beer
with the shrill note of an angry blackbird.

The empty jugs were filled; but nothing
could remedy Mrs. Maine's error. Bo she
lost her temper and began making pointed
remarks about a si’k purse and a SOW'S
ear. The visitors made haste to finish their
meal, and Dan's wedding breakfast soon
ended without speeches or health-drinking.
Since the beginning of the festivity there
had indeed been a shadow in the air, and
men and women whispered under their
breath concerning the tragedy of the pre-
vious night. But the truth was hidden with
general kindness of mind from the young
bride and bridegroom. Now, indeed, .
could be concealed no longer, and. horrible
as a sudden death, there burst upon Daniel
Sweetland and his new-made wife the
tragedy of their lives,

The time for departure came and Daniel
noticed that a erowd, considerably larger
than might have bheen expected, hegan to
gather at the railings of Mrs. Maine's cot-
tage garden. Once or twice he saw Luke
RBartiey, the policeman, pass and order the
people further back; then, as he himself
emerged, with Minnie on his arm, the
crowd overpowered Mr. Bartley and came
cloge. Daniel stared and his jaw stuck out
and hardencd, for no cheer or friendly shout
greeted him now. Instead there rose hisses
in the alr and a hoarse undersound, or
growl, as of angry beasts.

Turning te learn the cause, two men sud-
denly approached him. One was the local
inspector of police, a strong, brisk officer
in uniform; the other Daniel had never
seen hefore. Even at that tremendous
moment young Sweetland’s interest was ar-
rested. The stranger who now spoke to
him stood six feet six Inches and was evi-
dently as powerful as he was tall. He
dwarfed the people about him and his big
voice rolled out so that it seemed to smoth-
er the church bells, which were now clash-

the bell-
the

TO DAN AND SPOKE.,

filled that important post, and Minnie's
aunt, an ancient widow named Mary Malne,
gave the bride away.

Danfel with his party were the first to
arrive at church; but Mr. Sweetland called
at the cottage hospital on his way and had
his broken finger attended to. There he
heard binck news, but the keeper Kept it
to bimself and presently joined his wife at
church. The bells rang out cheerfully and
people began to drop in by twos and threes.
Danlel, from a place in the choir stalls, kept
turning his head to the door. But those he
looked for did not appear. Nelther Titus
Sim nor wenry Vivian were at his wedding,
and the circumstances cast a gloom upon
the wuridegroom. He grumbled under his
breath to Sam Prowse concerning the mat-
ter,

“I coudd have sworn them two men would
have been here, come what might. Titus
would never have missed seeing me turned
off if there wasn't some good reason agalnst
it. As for Mr. Henry—he gave me his word,
an’ his word no man have known him to
break. Something be wrong, Prowse, else
they'd be here, both of ‘em. 'Tls last
night's work in the woods.”

“Be that as It will, hq.tlr not keep

p

ing a final pea] of farewell to the depart-

ing pair.

“Who be you—Goliath of Gath, I should
reckon?’ sald Dan stoutly, as the big man
barred his way.

“No matter who I am,” he answered.
*Phe question i{s, who are you?"

“'Tig Danlel Sweetland—just rried,”
declared Inspector Gregory, who knew the
Sweetlands well, “*Sorry 1 am, Dan, to come
between you an’ the joy of life at this min-
ute: but so it must be. This here man's &
plain clothes officer from Plymouth, an’
he's got the warrants all right an' regu-
lar. You'm arrested for the murder of
Adam Thorpe last night in Middlecott Low-
er Hundred. He was ghot In the belly, an’
he dled to hospital just after dawn ithis
morning."

The prisoner fell back and the world
swam round him. Then his wife's small
hand came into his,

“Be a man, Dan. Swear afore God you
didn’t do it, an' to God leave the rest,” she
egaid loud and clear so that all heard her.

“Afore God, an’ humans, an’ angels I be
innocent of this.”” said Daniel. “Never in
my life have I lifted a hand against any
fellow-creature—except Saul Pratt when he

insulted me in the street. Who brings this
against me? Who charges me?"’

The facts were briefly stated, not by the
police but by Danlel's friend, Titus Sim. He
broke through the crowd and spoke in the
other's ear.

“Listen to me, Dan. Tis life an’ death
for 'e. Who had your gun last night? All
hinges on that. At dawn yesterday 1 was
called up by Mr. Henry, and only then did
1 know what had falled out. He told me of
the raid and ordered me .to come down
straight into the woods an' searc. the
ground to find any mark or trace of the
murderer. For murder it was, because at
cocklight came the news from Moreton
Hospital thaj Thorpe was dead. We went—
him and me alone—and searched tne ground
foot by foot. Then 1 found your gun—one
barrel empty, t'other loaded. I knew 'twas
the new one he had given you, and, in sud-
den fear, I was just going to try and hide
it. But Mr. Henry had seen it. He came
over and recognized it at once.”

“If it hinges on that, I'm safe,' said
Daniel. *'Tis all right, Minnle. I be safe
enough! You go to Hangman's hut, 'pon
Dartymoor, my bold heroes, an’ you'll find
my gun in its case, where I put it last night
with my own hands.”

“Won't do, Daniel,” answered the inspec-
tor. ““We had a warrant for search as well
as for arrest. I was at Hangman's hut at
midday with this man here. Us did no
harm, I promise you. But we found the gun
case—empty—also a box of cartridges broke
open an' two missing.”

“You'll have plenty of time to taik later
on,'" said the big man. *“But you've got Lo
come along wi' us to Plymouth now, Daniel
Sweetland, so the sooner we start the het-
ter. I hope as you'll prove yourself inno-
ecent with all my heart; but that's your
business. Now [ must do mine.”

In an instant Dan’'s hands were fastened
together. Powerful and stout though he
was, he found himselT a child in the giant's
grasp. Indeed, the voung man made no
struggle. He felt dazed and believed that
from this nightmare he must presently
awnken.

The steel clicked over his wrists and his
mother screamed, At the same moment
Bartley brought up a deg cart. In it a
big, restive horse leapt to be gone.

Daniel turned to Titus Sim,

T can't believe I'm waking, old pal.”’ he
said. “Be I married? Be 1 dreaming?
Murder—to murder a man! Do your best,
Titus: do what you can for me. Try an’
bring a spark of hope to father an' mother,
They know I'm innocent of this—so does
Minnie. Do what you can. An' Mr. Henry
—he don't think ‘twas me? He wouldn't
judge me s0 cruel?”

“He's hard and a terrible stickler for
justice. But be sure we'll do what men
may, Daniel.”

“Then 'tls to you I'll trust—to you an’
my own wits, Good-bye, Minnie; keep up
vonur brave heart as well as you can, "Twill
come right., 1 must think—I can prove—at
least. There—be brave, all of 'e. Don't
you weep, mother. You've got my solemn
word 1 didn't do it; an' if the rope was
round my neck, I'd say the same.”

The old woman sank away from him and
falnted; Minnie stood close to him unt.l he
was helped Into the trap; Sim shook his
handcuffed hand. The crowd was divided,
and men'’s volces rose in argument. The
last to speak was Daniel's father.

“Keep a stiff under lip, my son,” he said.
“Ts'll do- what men can do. I'll go to
Lawyer Thornton to Newton this very day.
Us'll fight for 'e with all our power."” -

Daniel nodded.

“Bid mother cheer up when she comes
to,”” he =aid. *I ban't feared. An' take
care o' Minnie."”

He sat on the front of the trap and the
big man drove. On the back seat were In-
gpector Gregory and the policeman, Luke
Bartley.

The horse was given ite head and soon
Daniel had vanished. He was to be driven
over the moor to Plymouth.

For a moment Minnie seemed to be for-
gotten, Then she went qguletly to her
weeping aunt and kissed her.

“I be going now,” she sald.

“Golng—poing where, you poor, deserted.
tibby lamb? Where should you go?"

“To my home,"” answered the girl. "I'm
Mrs. Daniel Sweetland now. I've got to
keep up Dan's name afore the world, an’
be the mistress of his house, 'Tis waiting
for me, I'll have it witty for him when he
comes back along."

*“Go up there all alone to that wisht
hovel in the middle of them deadly bogs?
You shan't do it, Minnie—I won't let you."

“An' the name o’ the place!”" groaned
Mr. Beer. ‘I prayed un to alter it too.
'Twag bound to bring ill-fortune. Now 'tis
an omen."

“I'm going, however. 'Tis my duty.
An' s0 soon as may be I'll get down to
Plymouth to see him,"” declared the girl.

A cab that was to have driven Iraniel
and Minnie still waited. Now she walked
to it and opened the door,

“Drive me up to ‘Warren Inn' ‘'pon
Dartymoor, my boy,'" she sald. *“From
there I can walk."”

Then she turned and approached Mrs,
Sweetland.
“My place ig in his home, mother. Don't

vou fear nothing. I'll be a good wife to
yvour son, an' a good daughter to you. Our
Dan be In the hands of God. Good-bye, all
—good-bye!"

She drove away, and the men who had
hissed at her husband cheered her.

“Dammy—a good plucky un!” eried a
thin, gnarled man with a green shade over
his eye. “Lucky's the he that gets that
she, whether it be yon chap or anotaer
after he swings!”

The man was called Rix Parkinson, and
he held the proud dual position of leading
drunkard and leading poacher of Moreton.
He was drunk now, but people nearly al-
ways felt themselves In agreement witn
him when he was sober and cared to talk.

A buzz and babel hovered round Mrs.
Muine and the Sweetlands. Then the game-
keeper and Titus Stm talked apart.

“There's a train to Newton Abbot half
after 6, sald Matthew. "I'll go by It an’
have a say with Lawyer Thornton.””

“And what I ean do with Mr, Henry, I'll
do,” sald Sim.

His eyes were upon Minnie Bweetland's
carriage as it drove away with the little
blue figure sitting bravely in it—alone. ]

Johnny Beer's wife had been forgotten
and she wept In a small elrcle of children
who had gathered about her.

“What a wedding night for a dinky
maiden!”" sobbed "Jane Beer:; “but me an’'
my man will go over to hearten her up, If
t1s in mortal power to do it.”

Anon the people scattered and the day
was done. A gray gloaming settled upon
the moor, and their eternal cloud-caps roll-
ed .over the tors and stifled the light of
evening.

A dog cart with a fine trotting horse In
it swept along over the long, straight
stretch to the “Warren Inn:” and some
miles in the rear of it Daniel Sweetland's
wife followed behind an old gray horse.
But the driver. had taken the ribbons oftf
his whip and flung away the flowers from
his button-hole. He numbered only twelve
yvears; yet he had sense to see that the
moment was not one for show of joy.

“They'll never hang such a rare fine
chap,” he said; “I'm sure they never would
do such a terrible rash thing, miss.”

CHAPTER V.
A Ghost of a Chance.

His first experience of life erushed down
with all the weight of the world on Dan-
iel Sweetland and kept him dumb., He
stared straight before him and only an-
swered with nod or shake of head the
remarks addressed to him by Luke Bartley
and the lnspector.

“Better leave the lad in peace,’” said the
kindly giant, who drove. “He wants to
think, an" no doubt he's got a deal to
think about.”

The prisoner's native genius now worked
swiftly with him, and his gole thought
was of escape as dusk gathered on Dart-
moor. He puzzled his head in wvain to
see the drift of these doings. It seemed
that his gun had been found beside the
spot where Adam Thorpe was shot. What
human hands could have put it there? He
knew of no enemy on earth, Measuring
the chances of establishing an alibl, he
saw that they were small. Search could
prove the fact that he had killed pheasants
on the previous night and it was quite pos-
sible for him to have killed a man also.
He might have shot Thorpe at Middlecott
and have spoken to the other keepers at
Westcombe afterward. Indeed, the hours
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agreed. Then he remembered the shadow
that had leapt up out of the heath when
he left Hangman's Hut for the last time.
That man it was who had killed him, and
that man would never be found unless
Daniel himself made the discovery. Re-
volving the matter in his young brains, the
poacher believed that his only chance was
present escape. 3

Once free and beyond the immedlate and
awful danger of the moment, Daniel Sweet-
land trusted that he might establish his in-
nocence and prove the truth. But as a
prisoner on trial, with his present scanty
knowledge, there appeared no shadow of
hope. He looked up at the man who drove
and instinctively strained the steel that
handeuffed his wrists. Escape seemed a
possibility as remote as any miracle.

“What be vour name, policeman?’ asked
Daniel meekly. “You took me very quiet,
an' gentle, an’' I thank you for it.”

“I'm called Corder—Alfred Corder—allas
‘the Infant.” That's a joke, you know, be-
cause I'm the blggest man in the force.

‘A:m so strong as-you'm big, by the looks
0 t.” - <

“Well, I've yet to meet my master,”" said
the huge "Infant.”” He had one lttle van-
ity, and that was his biceps.

“Be you any relation to Alf Corder, the
champion of Devon wrestling, then?"

“T am the man,” said Mr. Corder. “Never
been throwed since I was twenty-two, an’
now I'm thirty-four.”

Danlel nodded.

“A very famous hero. I should have
thought you'd make more money wrestling
in London than ever you would doing cop's
work to Plymouth."”

The giant was interested at this intelli-
gent remark,

“I've often been tempted to try; but I'm
not a man that moves very quick In mind;
though I can shift my sixteen stone of
carcass fast enough whén it comes to
wrestling or fighting. Once my hand gets
over a limb, it sticks—like a bull-dog’'s teeth.
'Tis the greatest grip known in Plymouth
—to say it without boasting."”

Daniel nodded and relapsed Into silence.
He was thinking hard now. All his ideas
centered on the wild - hope to escape.
Scheme after scheme sped through his
brains. Once a shadowy enterprise actually
developed, but he dismissed it as wvain.

Then Luke Bartley spoke to Mr. Corder
and suggested another line of action.

“This here was the man who had that
cute thought that the burglars to West-
combe had got away in a motor car—
didn't he, Gregory?"

The inspector admitted it.

“Yes; I gave you all credit for that,
SEweetland. 'Twas a clever opinion, and
the right one. I'm sure of tnat. Hue an’
ery was so quick that they never could
lhia‘l'h‘gm clear off "with any slower ve-
ele.”

Daniel made no answer; but he jumped
at the topie of the recent burglary and
turned it swiftly in his mind. Here, per-
haps, was the chance he wanted., For half
an hour he kept silence; then he spoke to
Bartley.

“'Twas you who first thought as I might
have a hand in that business myself,
Luke?"

“No, no; Mr. Gregory here."

“Of course, 1 hope you hadn’t; but vou
might have had. Anyhow, that will be a
mystery for evermore, I reckon,” said the
inspector,

“Five thousand pounds’ worth of plate
they took,” explained Daniel to his driver:
but Mr. Corder knew all about it, :

“Five thousand and more. 'Twas always
?.El_'_cat regret to me that I wasn't in that
oh,

“Y({u ecouldn’t have done no better than 1
done,” struck in Gregory. “That I'll swear
to. The London man gave me great credit
for what I did do. He sald he'd never
known such a nose for a clue. That was
his own word."”

“It was," declared Bartley. “That was
the very word of the London man, for I
heard it."”

‘““They are not a bilt smarter than us.to
Plymouth really,” gald Corder. “I've known
them make mistakes that I'd have blushed
to make. But 'tls just London. If a thing
comes from London, it must be first chop.
They only beat Plymouth in one matter a

4 I knows about, an' that's their crimin

classes."”

“Not but what we've got our flyers at a
crime, too,”” said Mr. Gregory, who was
highly patriotic. “Take that there burglary
job to Westcombe. 'T'wasn't a fool who
planned and carried that out."” i

""But they comed down from London for
certain,”” argued Corder.

“They might or they might not,”
swered the inspector,

“Then, for murders like this here mur-
der of Adam Thorpe,” added Bartley, “I'm
sure the county of Devon stands so high
as anybody could wish. ’'Tisn't a deed to
be proud of, certalnly; but I won't allow
for one that London beats Devonshesr in
anythirg. As many hangs to Exeter gaol
as to any other county gaol in my knowl-
edge.”

“*Shall I hang over this job, do 'e reckon,
Mr, Corder?” asked Danfel humbly,

“Ban't for me to say, my son. A gun be
a very damning .plece of evidence. But if
you ecan prove you wasn't there, that's all
that need be done."

“l wag uslng my gun, but—"

an-

“Don't =ay m]th!ng to me.” Interrupted
the giant. “I wish you well; but anything
you say is liable to be used agalnst you

according to law. Therefore vou'll do wis-
egt to keep your mouth shut till you can
get yvour lawyer to llsten to you.”

8ilence fell; then the “Warren Inn'' camea
into sight, and at the sime moment Mr.
Corder pulled up and looked anxiously
down hls horse's Alank.

*“Just jump out. wil] e, one of you men, -
‘an’ see If he's got a stone in h's shoe. He
has gone lame all of a sudden—in the near
hind leg, ¥ think.”

Bartley alighted and lifted the
hoof. Then he examined the others. But
there was no stone. Yet the horse went
lame when they siarted agaln.

*He's hurt his frog. He'll be all right In
an hour,” sald Gregory, who was learned
on the subject. “Here's the ‘Warren Inn’
just handy. You'll do well to put up there
for a bit. 1U's can go in the parlor an’
walt; then, if there's any in the bar they
won't see us.’”’

John Beer and his wife were, of course,
not ¥et at home; but a pot man Kept house
and waited in the public room.

The place was empty. Mr. Corder and
Gregory took Daniel Sweetland into a little
parlor, while Bartley stabled the lame
horse.

Presently he
lamp with him,
dark.

“An hour I'l wait, and only an hour"
declared Corder. “Then, if the horse be
still lame, we must get another.”

The officers gent fors bread, cheese and
beer. 'They asked Daniel to join them,
and he agreed; then suddenly, while they
were at their meal, he spoke.

“I've got a word to say to you chaps.
‘Tis a terrible matter, but I'd rather have
it off iy mind than on it just at present.
Will you do the fair thing if I tell you, an’
give me credit after?” :

- “You'd better far keep qulet,” sald Cor-
er.

“'Tis llke this. The cleverness of you
three men 'mazes me. To think as Gregory
here saw so clear about the burglary, an'
Bartley, too! Well, now your horse goes
lame an’ everything. 'Tis fate, an' so I'll
speak if you'll listen. Only I ax this as
a prisoner; I ax this as the weak prays
the strong for mercy; that you'll remember
to my credit how I made a clean breast of
everything without any pressure from any
of you.”

T'Il‘la ‘glnfant" stared.

“Trouble's turned your head, my son, by
the looks of it. Whatev 'y
talking about?” SEERSENERE e Yol

*'Tis sense, I promise you. I nearly told
just now when us was speaking about the
burglary. Then, just here of all places,
your horse falls lame. 'Tls like Providence
calling me to speak.”

Daniel was playing his solitary card. The
chances were stlll a thousand to one
against him; but he saw a faint possibility
if things should fall out right, His -wift
mind had seized the accident of the horse's
lameness and his plot was made.

‘‘Be plain, if you can,” sald Corder.
“Don't think I'm against you. Only I say
again: There's no power in us to help you
even if we had the will."” -

“I'm thinking of last August—that bur-
glary. Well-now how about it If I was
able to help you chaps to clear that up?
Wouldn't I be doing you a good turn, Greg,
if you was able to say at headquarters that
by cross-questioning me you'd wormed the
truth out of me?”

Mr. Gregor stared. He licked his lips at
the very idea.

“An’' i{f Mr. Corder here was agreeable, an’
let me explain, you might find that when
you drive into Plymouth in a few hours'
time you would be taking flve thousand
pounds of silver plate along with you be-
sides me. Wouldn't there be a bit of a stir
about it—not to name the reward? Why,
you'd all be promoted for certain."”

“Twelve hundred and fifty pounds’ re-
ward was offered by the parties,"” sald Mr.
Corder.

— “And do you mean that you know any-
thing?"’ asked the Inspector, much excited.

“I mean this: You was right, Gregory. I
didn't do the burglary, but 1 knowed about
it, and I can tell you all an’ more than you
want to know. There's twelve hundred and
fifty pounds for the men who recover that
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Giffard silver; an' it can be done. But what
I ax vou three men is this: If I put that

thing for me?"
“That's impossible,"
firmly.

be; but you might so soon ask them hand-
cuffs on your wrist to opep without my
key as ask me to help }'c‘l now, if that's
your game."

*“It isn’t,”” answered Daniel. “Afore God.
no such thought as axing you to let me go
come in my mind. 'Twould be like of-
fering you three men five thousand pound
to let me off. I wouldn't dream of such a
thing. You'm honorable, upright chaps,
an’ I respect you all 2 lot too much to do
it. Flve thousand pound divided into three
be only a dirty little sixteen hundred or so
apiece. Though as a matter of fact there
was far more took than that. But I never
meant no such thing. I'm booked for trial
and you can’'t help me. No, you can't help
me, none of you. 'Tis my poor little wife I
be breaking my heart for."

A cab crawled up to the inn as Danlel
spoke and stopped at the door. Looking out
through the open window, he saw a passing
gllmpse o1 Minnie herself under the lamp
at the door, and heard her voice. She paid
the driver and he went into the bar; but
Danlel knew that Minnie was now walking
alone across the moor to Hangman's hut.

“Go on,” paid Gregory. "Let's hear all

money into your pockets, will you do some-

answered Corder
“I know what's in your mind, my
lad; and 'tis natural enough that it should

swear to. Only this I'll gay; yvou'll not find
it without me—not If yoy dig forever an' a
day. 'Tis safe enough.”

The policemen held a hurried colloquy
aside. In Gregory’'s mind was a growing
suspicion that the prisomer did not speak
the truth. But the others believed him.

“What motive should he have to lie
about It?"" asked Corder under his breath.
“It won't advantage him if we find noth-
ing. If we do, the credit is ours. An’ 1
shan't grudge his wife her share of the
reward, I'm sure. Ban't even as If 'twas
blood money, for that stealing job won't
make any difference to this hanging one.
Better let him show us the stuff now.
Who'd be the worse? If he's foollng us,
he's not helping himself. For my part, I
bhelieve him. He's just come from marry-
ing his wife, an’ 'tis human nature that
she should@ be the uppermost thought in
his heart.”

“King's Oven do lle no more than a mile
from here,” sald Gregory, “'so there's no
reason why we shouldn't get going. You
put in the hoss, Luke. Sooner ..is job's
over an’ we'm on the Plymouth road again
the better I'll be pleased.”

Corder spoke to Daniel.

“We'll fall in with your offer, yound man,
Show us that stuff an’ your missis shall
have her two hundred pound so soon as
the reward is paid.”

“Very well. If you slip a spade and a
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you've got to say. No harm in that. My
heart bleeds for your mother, not for your
wife, Sweetland. Little did she think that
she was bringing such a bad lot into the
world the day you was born.”

“I'm not so bad, neither. Anyway, time's
too short to be sorry now. 'Tis like this. It’s
not in my mind to ax anything for myself;
but I pray for a bit of mercy for my wife.
If 1T swing over this, what becomes of her?
She's got but fifty-five pounds In the
world.”

*“'Tis enough to keep her till an honest
man comes along an’ marries her,” said
Bartley. “For that matter, Titus S8im will
wed her if the worst overtakes you,
Daniel.”

“You put it plain,” answered the prisoner,
“an' 1 thank you for it, Luke. All the
same, they may not hang me; an’ if I get
penal servitude, Minnie ecan't marry any
other man. Now the reward for finding out
that burglar job be twelve hundred and
fifty pounds. as Mr. Corder says. That di-
vided betwixt the three of you would be
four hundred-odd apiece. An' I want to
know just what you'll do about #. In ex-
change for the money an' fame an' glory
this job will bring you men, I want two
hundred pounds—not for myself, but for my
poor girl. Ban't much to ax, an’ not a
penny less will I take. That's my offer, an’
vou'd best to think upon it. If you refuse,
I'll make it to somkbhody else.”

Silence followed. Then Dan spoke again.

“'Tis terrible awkward eating bread an’
cheese wi' handcuffs on. Will ‘e take 'em
off -for a bit, please? I can't get out of the
winder, for 'tis too small; so if you stands
afore the door, you needn't fear I'ill give
vou the slip.”

Mr. Corder percelved the truth of this and
freed the prisoner’'s hands.

“You've put a pretty problem afore us,
young man,” he gaid; “an’ we must weigh
it in all its parts, Can't say as ever I had
a similar case In my experlence.”

“Nor me either,"” declared Inspector Greg-
ory.

Bartley remained silent. He was asking
himself what it would feel like to be the
richer by hundreds of pounds.

Daniel ate his bread and cheese, drank a
pint of beer and held out his wrists for the
handcuffs.

Then Mr. Corder himself went to see to
his horse, and whil¢ he was away Daniel
spoke to the others.

“You chaps know how hard a thing it is
to get the public ear. Surely—surely 'tis
worth your while to find out this great
burglary job an' put money in your pockets,
You'm fools to hesitate. But If you be such
greedy souls that you won't spare a crumb
to my poor wife, then you shan't have a
penny, 80 help me!"

“'Pis throwing away money to refuse,”
declared Bartley to the ‘Infant,” who now
returned. ''You =ee, that money have got
to be earned, an' why for shouldn’'t we earn
{.¢! There's no underhanded dealings, or
playing with the law.”

“The hoss is al’ right agaln, an’ the soon-
er we go the better,” answered Mr. Corder.

“You won't fall in then?' asked Daniel
with a sinking heart.

“1 don't say that; but if you'm in earnest,
you can tell us all about it as we go along.”

“An' you'll swear, all three of you, to give
Minnle Sweetland two hundred pounds of
the reward?”

1 wilh” sald Bartley. “'Tis fiying {n the
face of Providence to do otherwlise.”

“If it can be proved we'm not straining
the law, I'll do the same,” declared Inspec-
tor Gregory. ‘“What do you say, Corder?"”

““The law's clear for that matter,” an-
swered the big man. “The law ban’t strain-
ed. The.law have nothing to do with a pri-
vate bargain. This here man comes to us
an’ says ‘I'll put you chaps in the way to
make twelve hundred an' fifty pounds be-
tween vou." An’ we says, ‘Do it." Then he
says, ‘But I must have two hundred for my
wife: because I, who be her natural sup-
port, be taken from her.” Well — there it
is. My conscience Is clear. BSince he's
brought to book an’' may go down on It,
the burglary never will be any use to him;
so he peaches. Far my part I'll promise
what he wants this minute.”

“and so will I, said Bartley. ““'Tis a
very honest, open offer for a condemned
man."

“Not condemned at all—merely an ar-
rested man,” corrected Gregory. “An' I'll
take hls offer, too,” he added; *“so it only
sremains for him to tel’ us where the stuff
be hidden.”

Dantel looked straight into Corder's face.

“That was why I axed you not to be In
a hurry,” he sald. “The Giffard plate from
- Westcombe was brought up to the moor,
an such a fuss have be-n made that the
burglars haven't been able to get it clear
for all these weeks. Nobody dared to go
near it. But I've kept secret watch on it
for 'em. As for the stuff, 'tis within a mile
of this very house, though I dare say
Johnny Beer would have a fit if he knowed
about it."

“Within reach of us?" gasped Bartley.

“Phat’'s why I said you could take It along
to Plymouth tonight if you had a mind to.
Drive across with me into King's Oven
under Hurston Ridge an’ borrow a spade or
two, an’ I'll wager you'll have every penny-
weight of the silver in your trap in two
hours or less from this minute. Take it or

leave it I'm In solemn earnest; that I

.

pick or two In the trap afore we start
'twill be all the better. An' a bit of rope,
for that matter, Us have got our work
cut out,” answered the prisorer. “What
they Londoners will say to me for turning
traitor I don't know, an' I don't care now
neither,”" he added.

“You won't give ‘em up?”’

“Not the men. Only the stuffi—for my
wife's sake.”

Bartley brought the trap to the door, and
as Sweetland was helped in Mr. Beer and
‘his wife drove up In their little market
cart. :

The police sald nothing, and soon they
were on thelr way again, but not before
Johnny Beer had spoken to his friend:

“Keep a cheerful heart, Dan. Us’ll do
all we can. To think of the tragedy of
your- wedding day! It have so got hold
upon me that I've made tragical rhyme
upon it all the way back from Moreton.
Please God, I'll get the chance to tell 'em
to "e some day.”

“I hope you will, Johnny, though it don’t
look very lkely.”

The trap drove off. Its lamps were
lighted and they cast a bright blaze for-
ward into a dark night. Presently Daniel
stopped them, and Bartley jumped down
and took the horse's head.

“Now, keep over the grass track to the
right, an’ us will be in King's Oven in ten
minutes,’”’ sald Bweetland.

Swaying -and jolting, their dog-cart pro-
ceeded into the great central ellence and
stiliness of the Moor.

CHAPTER VI.
The Wedding Night.

Furnum Degis, or the King's Oven, is a
wild and lonely spot, lylng beneath a cairn-
crested hill in mid-Dartmoor.  Here in cen-
turies past was practiced the Industry of
tin smelting, and to the present time a
thousand decayving evidences of that van-
ished purpose still meet the eye. The
foundations of ruins are yet apparent in a
chaos of shattered stone; broken pounds ex-
tend their walls into the waste around
about: hard by a mine once worked, and
much stone from the King's Oven was re-
moved for the construction of bulldlngs
which are today themselves in ruins. Now
the fox breeds in this fastness, and only
roaming cattle or the little ponies have any
business therein. A spot better adapted for
the bestowal of stolen property could hardly
be conceived.

Three hundred yards from the entrance of
the oven Daniel stopped the trap and the
men alighted. )

“I must get two of the rocks In line with
the old stones 'pon top the hill,” said Dan-
iel. *“That done, I know where lo set you
fellows digging.”

They proceeded as he directed. Corder
walked on one side of the: prisoner and
Gregory upon the other; while Luke Bart-
ley, with two spades and a pickaxe on his
shoulder, came behind them.

The moon now rose and the darkness
lifted. Sweetland walked about for some
time until a certain point arrested him.
This rock, after some shifting of their posi-
tion, he presently brought into line with
another, and then it seemed that both were
hidden by the towering top of the cairn
that rose into the moonlight beyond them.

“Here we are,” he =aid. “An’' first you've
got to shift this here gert boulder. It took
three men to turn it over and then pull it
back into its place; an’ it will ax for all you
thirce can do to treat it likewise.”

The rope was brought, and with the heip
of the mighty Corder a large block of gran-
ite was dragged out of its bed. The naked
earth spread beneath.

“You'll find solid None for two feet,” de-
clared Daniel, “for we filled up with soil an’
granite, an’' trampled all so hard an’ firm
as our feet could do it. The hole we dug
goes two feet down; then it runs under
thicky rock to the left.”

Without words the men set to work and
Paniel expressed increasing Impatience.

“Lord! to see you chaps with spades!
But, of course, you haven't been educated
to it. You'll be all night. I wish I could
help you; but I can't.”

“We'll shift it,”" declared Corder. "““Walt
till the moon's a thought higher; then we'll
see what we're at easier.”

He tolled mightlly and cast huge masses
of earth out of a growing hole; but the
ground was full of great stones, and some-
times all three officers had to work to-
gether to drag a mass of granite out of the
earth.

“You chaps wouldn't have made vour for-
tunes at spade work—that's a fac',’ said
Daniel. *I wish you'd let me help. If you
freed my hands, ther'd be no danger in it so

=Y

lcnz = vou tied my legs.”
E: lsy stopped a moment to rest hls
aclLin ; back.

“ Pl a fair, offer,” he said. “If you make
fast the man’s legs, he couldn’t give us the
glip. T ean’t do no more of this labor, any-
way. I've earned my living with my brains
all my life, an’ I ban’t built to do plough-
boy’s work now I'm getting up in years. 1
be sweating my life out as 'tis.”

Gregory agreed.

he sald.

“Time's everything,” “It

you
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to this stone what we've moved he's Just as

safe as if he was handcuffed. Then he can
dig for us, as he well knows how.™

Mr. Corder considered this course and
then agreed to it. The rope was knotted

round Danlel's leg, and he found himself
tled fast to the great rock that had been re-
cently moved; then Mr. Corder took off the
handcufls.

“No tricks, mind,” he =aid. “I'm a merel-
ful man, an’ wish yvou no harm; but If von
try to run for it I'll knock you down a= If
yYou was a rahbit.”

“You're right not to trust me,” answered
the poacher, calmly: “but give me that
epade and’ you'll see I'm In earnest. I want
two hundred pounds for my wife, don't 17
If we take turn an' turn about we'll soon
ghift this muck. "Twill be better for tw
to dig- Ban't room for three,'

The critical moment of Daniel's plot now
approached; but he kept a stecl grip on his
nerves, and succeeded effectively in con-
cealing his great excitement. All depended
on the next half hour,

He and Corder now began to work stead-
iily, while the others rested and watched
them. The moon shone brightly, and a
mound of earth and stone Increased beside
the hole they dug. Presently Gregory and
Bartley took a turn; but the latter had not
dug fivée minutes when Daniel snatched his
spade from him and continued the work
himself. .

“I can't stand watching wvou,” he sald
“Such weak hands I never seed in my life
A man would be rotten long afore his grave
was dug if you had the digging.”

“l works with the intellects,™
Mr. Bartley. "My callilng In life
than a sexton’s, 1 hope.”

After another period of labor Corder took
the inspector's place, and soon the aperture
gaped two feet deep.

“That's {t; now we've got to sink to the
left,” exclaimed Sweetland., “"We run an-
other two feet under this here ledge, and
then we come to the stuf’”

Now he was working with Gregory again,
and the moment for action had arrived. Op-
portunity had to be made, however, and
Daniel's escape depended entirely upon Mr,
Corder's answer to his next question. He
knew that with the glant present his plans
muet fail; but ¥ Corder could be induced to,
go aside Dantel felt that the rest was not
difficult.

“Can't see no more,” he said. “'If you'll
fetehh one of they gig lamps, Mr, Corder,
will know where we are. You'll want
lamp in a minute, anyway, when we come
to the silver. for “tis all thrown loose into
the earth.”

Without answering, the blg pollcemas
into the trap. He had to go near.y
hundred yards for the lamp. and, all
him above a minute for that journes
Sweetland made Lis plunge for liberty

answere g
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denlyv., without a moment’'s warning he
turned upon Gregory as the inspeclor bent
beside him, and struk the man an awi}

blow with his spade full upon the top o! Lhe
head.

“Sorry, Greg!' he cried, as the officer fell
in a heap, “but iIf I've got to swing it shalll
be for something, not nothing.”

Even as he spoke Daniel had reached (o
the length of his rope and collared Bartley.
The strong man he had =struck senseless ac-
cording to his intention: the weak one he
now prepared to deal with, Bartley screamed
like a hunted hare, for he supposed that his
hour was come. Then Danifel saw the
tant light leap forward. Only scconds
mained, and only setonds were necessz

“Pe quiet and hand me vour Knife, or 'l
emash yvour skull in, too!” he shouted Lo the
shaking policeman; then he strotehed for
the handeuffs, which Corder had put on &
stone beside him, and in a second Luke
Bartley found himself on the ground beside
his colleague, A moment later and he was

dte-

re-

gon of the inspector, while Daniel knelt be-
side him and extracted from his pocker the
knife he now required. With this he ot thq
rope that held him prisoner, and during the
ten seconds that remained, before Mr,
Corder rushed upon the scene, Daniel had
put tifty varcs of darkness between himself
and his guards, -

The Plymouth man now found his work
cut ont for him. Gregory was still uncon-
sclous, and Bartley had become hysterical
and was rolllng with his face on the earth,
howling for mercy. Mr. Corder liberated
him and kicked him fnto reason. Then
Luke told his tale while the other tonded
the unfortunate inspector.

“He falled upon the man with his spade,
like a devil from hell, an” afore I could
start my frozen limhs an’ strike him down,
he'd got me in his clutches an’ handcuffed
my wrist to this poor corpse here™

But Gregory was not a corpse. In two’
minutes he had recovered his senses amd sat
up with his feet in the pit.

“What's happened?’ he ashked. *"*Whern
Danlel Sweetland to? Who hit me? Was
lightning?"
**Twas him,”

L
it

answered Corder:
there's no time to lose. 1f you can
taks my arm an' we'll go back this min
ute. I'm going to drive to Princetow:
once an' give the alarm there. "Tis o E
matter of ten mile, an’ the civil guard at
the prison know the Moor an’ will lead a
hand to catch the man as soon as Jdayvlight
comes. He can’t be off much sooner.”

“An' this here silver treasure?” asked
Bartley.

“This  here silver
swered the other bitterly.

Mr.
grandmother!”™  an-

“He's done us -

done me—me as have had some credit in my
i1d

talk I
words be vain
<ful momen

time, 1 believe. There—don’t 0
spit blood for this!—but
shan't have another pea
I've Pt that anolnted rascal in irons agal
'"Tis a lesson that may cost me a pension.”

Corder gave his arm to Gregory and Barte
ley walked in front with the lantern.

“*A ghastly company we make, sure
enough,” sald the pioneer. *“The wickedness
of that limb! An’ I thought for certain as
my death had come. Talk abont London—

I'd like to see a worse unhung ruffan
there, or anywhere, The man don't live
that's worse than Sweetland. I never

knowed there was such a liar in the uni-
verse.”

A last surprise awaited them and muade
the long journey to Princetown impossibleg
until dawn.

When they reached the dog cart the
found it supported by the shafts alone; T
the horse was gone.

“He'll get to Plymouth after a
reckon,” said Corder blankly;
shan't—not this side of morning. 1
got to walk ten mile on end to reach
town, let alone Plyvmouth, That's whs
have got o de.”’

“While we talked, he took the hoss
devil’'s cunning of that man!” groaned
Bartley.

(To be continued next
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1 came here eight years ago as the rentep
of this farm, of @hich soon dfterward 1 be-
came the owner. The time befo®e that I
ke to forgetl. i
upon my memory, now happily growing in-
distinet, 1s of being hurried
could well travel. From the moment,
boy of seventeen, I first began to pay my
own way my days were ordered by an in-
scrutable power which drove me lLourly to
my task. I was rarely allowed to look
or down. but always forward, toward that

vague success which we Americans love to

glorify.

My senses, my nNerves,
were continually strained to the utmost of
attainment. If I loitered or paused by the
wayside, as it seeins natural for me to do,
1 soon heard the sharp crack of the lash,
For many vears, and I can say it truth-
fully, I never rested. I neither tho 1=l nog
reflected. T had no pleasure, even thouzu
I pursued it fiercely during the brief respite
of vacatlons. Through many feverish vears
I Jdid not work; I merely produced. -

The only real thing 1 did was to hurry as

though every moment were my last, as
though the world, which now seems =0 rich
in evervthing, held only one prize wlhich
might be seized upon before I arrived.
Since then 1 have tried to recall, like one
who struggles to restore the visions of a
fever, what It was that I ran to attain, or
why 1 should have borne without rebellion
guch indignitles to soul and body. That
life seems now, of all illusions, the mogt
distant and unreal. It is 1llke the un-
guessed eternity before we were bormn: not
of concern compared with that eterniiy
upon which we are now embarked.
All these things happened In cities and
among crowds. *I like to forget them. Thew
gmack of that slavery of the spirit which
is s0 much worse than any mere slavery of
the body.

The chlef impressjon it

faster thaa J

as i

up

even my muscles

Billions of Flowers for Perfumes.
From Harper's.

The total welght of the flowers gathered
annually in the nelghborhood of Grasse
must approximate ten or twelve billio
The number of flowers this weight

pounis,
renresents 1s almost Incredible. Consider
one kind of floweras only: The averdge

ligrames, and consequently the seasoy's

welght of a Jasmine flower i about 120 rt-
gathering of jasmine alone represents the

take that there rope an’ tle him by the leg K Ciusce lve lo the age of seventy.

formidable figure of five billion jasmin
flawers pleked by hand, It may be re-
marked that two-thirds of the people of

chained to the recumbent and senseless per- |
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